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As readily as condemned men take reprieve,
For of a life much deadlier than itself
Death would reprieve me.

Damley.                   I am come to bring you help.

Queen.   You are ever helpful, even at all needs good,
For stroke or speech, good always.    I am weak ;
Let me have execution swift or soft;
Here is no strength to suffer.

Darnley.                              Sit, and rest.

Queen.    Nay, I can stand; or should I kneel, my

plight

Were one with my new fortune.    You may go :
I have but private penitence to do,
And privy grace to get me; for indeed
I were stark mad to hope by any mean
For public pardon; I am condemned, and have
No hope but of such pity as dead men gain
Who living found no grace in the great world.

[Exit ARTHUR ERs K i x K.
Now, what death, sir ?

Darrttey.                    You think not as you speak;

Your thought has other business than your tongue,
And death has no part in it.

Queen.                                 I am assured

I must not live.

Darnley.          Whose doom has passed on you ?

Not mine ; I would not have you go in fear;
You may be safe as I am.

Queen.                             As you, my lord ?

I think I may, and yet may chance but find